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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

Written while my roomie was off in Canovanas with the AEB and | had finished all the cleaning and had finally 
found at least some inspiration. Based on information gathered from Rick Allen interviews, the liner notes to 
the Hysteria record, Hysteria: The Def Leppard Story, and Allen\'s own descriptions of what he\'s trying to 
achieve with the Raven Drum Foundation [which is years in the future as far as this story goes, but which | 


believe have always been there, in one way or another]. 


My first submission to Rockfic. Everything else is pretty straightforward, | think. Hope you\'ll enjoy it. 


It was like a made-for-television movie. One of those mid-afternoon, melodramatic ones where someone always 
wound up in hospital with a tube up their nose. It was a local production, too. The hospital seemed dingy and all 
peeling mint green walls and rusty water coolers. The accents were real too. Pure Sheffield. All the Ls and Rs 


were tumbling into flat Us and disappearing and rolling along the nurse's mouth as she spoke her lines. 


"Sign here, please, hon" 


It took him by surprise that, somehow, he was supposed to be in this movie. He even had speaking lines. He had 


to walk up to the counter, lean forward, work his mouth into a friendly, positive smile and say: 
"Let's have it, then" 
The movie was in full motion now, he reckoned. 


The nurse slid three pink slips and a clipboard toward him. He stared at the line where he was supposed to sign 
his name, then at the counter. It was shiny, smooth Formica. Slippery. He maneuvered his arm onto the 
counter's edge, pinching the clipboard steady as he scrawled out his name and surname and he was certain 
he'd be hearing from a bobby in a few weeks for falsifying his own signature. He smiled sheepishly as the 
nurse took the clipboard back in one professional swipe. The three pink slips he folded and slipped into his pant 
pocket. He reckoned they were just blank props. 


A moment of silence ticked out. He coughed. She sighed, folded her arms over the counter, and smiled 


maternally. 

"We're sure going to miss you, my boy." 

"And l'm sure gonna miss the tapioca pudding," he said solemnly. 

He was still debating in his mind whether that had been a lame line or not as he made his way down the hall. 
The exit doors loomed up ahead. A shiny white flash of movement and light grey skies beyond. A few trees 
lined the stretch of road that circled the entrance beyond, fallen leaves gathering on the windshield of an 
ambulance running its motor while the driver heaved in an empty stretcher. 


The stretcher. That was important. That wouldve been a key scene. 


Had they brought him in a stretcher? They probably had, hadn't they? It's not like they would've just carried 
him in their arms, screaming and sobbing, into the ER. This seemed like a rather serious, realistic production to 
him. Factual. He'd probably been strapped up to his neck in an orange stretcher, head lolling within a head 


brace. He couldn't remember. Had he been covered in blood? 

He stopped and shook his head. Empty memories rattled inside his head, then started to fade as he put a firm 
lid on them. They didn't need a lid, really. He could barely remember anything in between the field and waking 
up to a curiously open, empty feeling on his left side. 


Wait a minute. Remember? Why would he have memories of this? Wasn't it a movie? 


But there it was. One long, empty, green field. Dead grass beneath his feet and a strange smell in the air. His 


nose seemed to take up his entire face. It burned and itched, but he couldn't bring himself to scratch it. It 
ballooned his face and bloated out to the blurred horizon and didn't notice the dull throb that wouldn't leave 
his side. He knew what it was. He just didn't want to look down. 


A sudden thud against his forehead dragged him out of his reverie. A nurse was calling out his name. 


".. where you're going, hon. You walked into the door. Right into the door. Are you all right? Maybe | should call 


Dr. Evans. Would you like me to call Dr. Evans?" 


He rubbed at the spot. Embarrassment would kick in later, he knew. "Nah. It's OK. Really. Just a bump. It's 
actually a good thing they're not sliding doors, or I'd have wandered right out into the street, you know, and 


been run over by an ambulance." 


For a moment he thought the nurse would call Dr. Evans. A psychiatrist too. She blinked several times, the 
pouchy wrinkles beneath her eyes twitching. Then she laughed and patted his arm. 


"Go home, hon. You've spent more than enough time here." 


Kind'a surreal, he thought. Why was he watching this? 


* * * 


"IFs mine!" 
"Are you fucking blind, man?!" 


A groan rang out as two bodies collided in mid-air, a football rolling away from both of them as they crashed 
down. They rubbed their heads and filled the air with curses. The sun behind them got into his eyes. He had to 
blink several times, shielding his face, before the two men in the field emerged from a hazy screen of white 


light. 


Their collision had jerked him out of a strange mood. A dream about the Royal Hallamshire Hospital, had it 
been? Only the hospital looked all wrong and he'd been alone and his mum hadn't been there. His left arm had 
been missing, though. That had been realistic enough. 


Great, he thought. Now / don’t even get to keep it in my dreams He rubbed at the bones he had left. His good 
ole clavicle and acromion of scapula Dr. Evans had said those words so often that he was rather surprised 


some random nurse in his dream hadn't jumped out from behind a desk just to say them. 


"Putting you to sleep are we, Ricky Allen?" 


It was Phil's voice. He stood with his hands on his hips, wearing his green football shorts, stripped socks up to 
his knees, blond hair plastered to his skull from the sweat, grinning from ear to ear. Rick focused on him, 


thankful for anything that would push away the rest of the weird mood. 


"How can | fall asleep watching you two play?" he called back. "The famous Phil Collen and Rick Savage smashing 
into each other in mid-air? That's World Cup drama right there." 


The bench creaked as Phil sank down next to him. He scooped up a towel and ran it across his face, then down 


his neck. He flicked two fingers at a laughing Sav, then leaned back. 


Rick shifted in his seat, transferring his weight to his right side. Phil sat on his left. Of all places. Rick's eyes 
flicked towards the empty space between them. Phil's eyes turned away. 


"IFs all right, you know," Rick said. "You can look at it. You've already seen the horror picture version" 


Phil coughed. "Yeah." He draped the towel around his shoulders and folded his legs at the ankles, his chin resting 
against his collar bone. "Um, listen, Rick. You can, you know. If you want to, that is. | mean, I'm sure itll be fine. 


You know...2" 


Rick looked out into the field Green grass. Stretching towards the horizon Sav ran forward and bent a ball into 
the goal keep, punching the air as it went in at an angle. He whooped, all curls and skinny arms, and didn't seem 
to mind that Phil was no longer out there. He sure didn't seem to mind that Rick hadn't been out there at all, 
Rick frowned. 


"Yeah, | know," he shot at Phil. "But it doesn't make much sense, now does it?" 


"Aw, come on, mate. Look, its just your arm what's gone. This stuffs called football for a reason Feet. Legs. 
You've got fine legs. Anyone and everyone who's seen that wonky "Rock of Ages" video of ours has seen your 


fine, fine legs." 


He'd always had a hard time staying annoyed next to Phil. He ducked his head and kicked up little puffs of dust 


with his feet. "Its not that. It's just Joe's not here. Doesn't make much sense to have two against one." 


“Sure it does!" Sav called out from the field "You can help Phil. Show that Londoner how a proper footie 
match's played." 


'Issat so, Sav?" Phil shot back. "I'm older than you, kid. I'd watch my mouth if | were youl" 


The air filled with a torrent of back and forth banter about football and age and soon enough Sheffield United 
had crept in somehow and the World Cup came next and Rick knew they could go on for hours about it. He 
slipped in a gonna head to the pub between an escalating tangent about the bass guitar and tremolo arms and 


left them to it. 


He passed the football as he crossed the field It made him stop, checked him in place, staring down at it for a 
few moments. Phil and Sav were busy hotly debating the merits of feedback amplification. They wouldn't notice. 
He placed his left foot over the football and rolled it along the grass. The goal keep was right up ahead. Just 
one kick away. He bounced on his toes and bit his lip. 


OK, then One, two, three, go! 


His right leg swung back and connected. Had he lost his balance? His body felt oddly crooked. His mind was 
empty, suspended with his breath. He watched as the ball rose, spinning, headed towards the goal keep. It 
smashed into a rail and ricocheted to the right. The sound was sucked out of the world, leaving his ears 
ringing. Phil and Sav had fallen silent. They loomed behind him like a great void. He wanted to run, but something 
kept him rooted to the spot. He heard himself laugh and felt his right arm rise to wave at the apprehensive 
faces of the other two. 


"And thats how you play proper football in Sheffield, Phill" 


He didn't stick around for the startled laughter. 


* eK 


"Right. Left. Left. Right. Right, right, left. Cymbal crash." 


It was his voice. It was him. In hospital again, his head lifting from the pillow as he looked down at his feet 
against the bed's footboard. It wasn't a movie this time. He knew where he was, what he was doing. He 
thumped the ball of his right foot against the footboard and dubbed it the bass drum. Then he slapped his 
right arm against his thigh and there was the snare and now all he needed to do was convince his left foot 


that the upper half of the footboard was a tom-tom. It kept insisting it was the high-hat. 
But it can't be. It wont work that way. 


His left foot beat out an accompanying rhythm on the high-hat all the same. He smashed it down against the 
footboard in frustration. Start again. Right foot bass. Right arm snare. Left foot tom-tom. Where did that 
leave the high-hat anyway? He groaned and let his head fall back against the pillow. 


A few short breaths and he was back at it. Slowly. Right foot. Left. Something needed to kick in the high-hat. 
Or maybe something just needs to kick in the tom-toms, he thought ruefully as his left foot once again went for 
the familiar high-hat pattern Maybe there comes a point when a drummer's left foot plays the high-hat in his 
sleep. Maybe the learnings been hard wired into my head and Hl have to pay a therapist to get it to stop. Maybe 
Peter Menschil have to hire a psychiatrist for the tour and Hl be sitting there while the others drink all the beer, 
getting shock treatment to force my leg to behave like an arm. 


He forced himself to stop imagining crazy scenarios. The mere thought of Peter Mensch and any tour at all 
was sobering enough. For all he knew, he'd never have to hear the words manager and world four ever again. 


And there was his voice again, rising up like a wall. 


"Right. Left. Left, left, left, right. We're gonna do this, Rick. Screw Peter Mensch. Screw the tour. Show me 


where those bloody tom-toms are." 


His left leq wobbled out across them for a split second and he grinned. His right arm picked up the first two 
hits, and the left foot made a shaky attempt out of trying to finish the beat off. This was good. This was 


working. 


"Atta boy," he said. 


* eK 


The pub resembled a smoky cave. Just how he liked them. Cramped. He heard Phil whistle, holler and wave at a 
young man cradling a pint by the corner. When he got no reaction, Phil tossed the leather jacket he had slung 
over his shoulders. It hit the young man's elbow with a spongy snap. For a second, he shot poisoned darts in 
Phil's direction, then his eyes lit up and he gave them a smile. He pulled one chair out with his foot, dragged a 
second back with an arm and motioned to a third with his head. 


"Well it's about bloody time, Steve," Phil said, grinding his elbow into the young man's mess of dyed yellow hair. 
"Thought you'd drank yourself deaf.” 


"Hey, Phil," said Steve. "Hey, Sav. Hey, Rick” 


Phil grinned. "I believe that's more words than I've ever heard you use in one sitting whilst imbibing a pint, sir.’ 


He waved over a waitress and set the purchase of three more pints into motion. 


Rick bent over and picked up Phil's jacket. Movement still felt alien somehow, as if he might topple at any 
moment. He found he was almost tossing his body towards the right to straighten up. He didn't think that was 
wholly necessary, but it seemed he couldn't stop himself. He hooked the jacket on his chair and chose not to 


notice how his own jacket's left sleeve was hanging down like some empty trash bag. 


Steve was talking. Slow. Easy. "You'll be hearing enough from me once we hit a stage again. F we hit a stage, | 


should say." He took one long pull from his pint and avoided Rick's eyes. 


"Don't say that," said Sav. "We're all right here. Joe's in Holland. Nigel's twiddling knobs right along with him. 


Rick'll be on a stage soon enough." 


"Soon enough?" Steve dragged a cigarette out of a front pocket, lit it and watched the smoke curl out of the 
match. He found Rick's eyes and held them. "You're getting on all right, then?" 


"Well enough," Rick said. "The high-hat feels betrayed, | think. But other than that | think that, yeah, I'm getting 
on all right." If Steve picked up on the edge in his voice, he couldn't tell. It was just as well. 


Phil passed around their freshly delivered pints and pulled out a cigarette of his own. For a moment his eyes 
met Rick's, flicked knowingly toward Steve, then he put on a cheerful face. "You should see this kid's set, Steve. 
It's like fuckin’ Sfar Trek He's pressing more buttons than you can count 

Cigarette smoke shot up to the ceiling. "Well that's great, kid." Steve reached over and patted his knee. 


Rick found himself wanting to pull away. "Watch it with that kid stuff. The kids twenty-one." 


It was the wrong thing to say. He knew. Everyone was going quiet again. It hadn't even been about his arm, and 
they were already looking down into their pints and trying to find something interesting on the table top. He 
wanted to scream. He pushed himself up from the table. At the same time, Sav's arm had shot out, ready to 


steady him. Rick glared at it. 

"Im just gonna go," he said. 

"Not again, mate," Phil begged. "You can't keep just running out on us." 
"Watch me." 

"You seem to be still standing right there," Steve said quietly. 


Rick frowned. He dearly wanted to punch the dreamy and wise and smug and older look on Steve's face. He 


turned to leave without a word, shouldering his way out into the street. 
The sound of Phil's voice caught up with him outside. 


"Oh, hey, mate, look, this is.." He waved his hand in a helpless gesture. "What can | tell you? Its hard on us, all 
right? You're not the only one who has to cope." 


Rick stopped. He lifted the empty jacket sleeve and squeezed it. "I'm the one without the arm!" He felt tears in 
his eyes and he rubbed them away in anger. The motion felt clumsy. First one eye, then the other. He rubbed 
harder than he had to, jamming his fists into his sockets. Green and yellow lights burst out. He rubbed harder, 
gritting his teeth. 


Phil said nothing. He put his hands in his pockets and looked at his feet. There were going to be no jokes this 
time. He stood silent as Rick ran his arm under his nose and frowned at the distance because he couldn't bring 


himself to look at anything. Phil spoke at length. 


‘lm sorry, Rick" 


Sorry. The one word they always had to rip out of him. He chewed on it and kept it inside as he glared at Phil. 
"So?" he snapped. "You're still gonna call me kid, and Steve's still gonna act as if he doesn't believe | can do it, 
and Sav is still gonna try to make all of this go away somehow. You can't stop yourselves, can you? You try. 


But in the end itll just keep happening. And | can't take it" 
‘lm sorry." 
"Stop saying that! God Just help mel” 


Phil looked up. Rick's face was contorting under tears, battling them down even as he let them flow. He punched 
the empty sleeve at his side. It rose and rocked in place and flapped and Phil felt hollow and it was all he could 


do not to cry as well. 


* * * 


The lights came on in bits and pieces. First the control booth, next the smaller booths set in a periphery 
around it, left side, right side, and, finally, the centre. The tech's voice echoed as he picked his way through a 


sea of cables and abandoned sandwich wrappers. 


"They kept the acoustic set here, so you can use that too. But the set you'll be doing most of the recording 


on is right over here." 


The tech fit a key into one of the booth's lock and pulled the door. Another pair of lights flicked on and Rick 
set his eyes on his drum kit. Phil was right. It did look rather Star Trek All shinny black and wires and 


hexagonal shapes. It looked out of place inside the booth. He was used to seeing it at the living room in Dublin. 


"So long constant trips to the fridge," he said as he sat at the kit. It still felt different, but this was 
comfortable different. He ran a hand over one hexagonal drum pad and beat out a rhythm with his thumb and 


index finger. The sound was too hollow and brittle for his tastes, but it would have to do. For now. 

"Joe made sure no one would come into the studio today,’ the tech said. A fellow named Neil. Balding. Greying 
hair. Looked like an uncle. Rick liked him. "An intern engineer's flittering about somewhere, but he won't bother 
you. So it's just you. I'm taking myself over to Horsham's for a bit of lunch. Can! get ye anything?" 


"Save me the pickle?" 


"Will do." 


The door swung open, then closed. Steps echoed out, muffled by the booth's soundproofed walls. A lone whistle 
rang out, and then he was alone. 


He took a deep breath and squared his shoulders. He tapped again at the drum pad, humming to himself. He 
didn't know where to start, so he arranged the pedals lined up to his left. He straightened out a few wires. 
Tapped at the drum pad some more. Hummed. Let out a sigh. 


"This was so much more less intimidating at home." 


He found himself wishing it were last week Joe had decided to try some backing vocals out. Ease him in. Have a 
pretty bloody good time shouting themselves hoarse into the microphone. Nobody called it killing time or 
wasting studio hours. Sav had given him a total of five impromptu hugs. It had been pretty much smooth 


sailing. 


Now it was his time. Just him and the drums and he didn't know where to start. He was thankful that no 
recording would be done today at all. He could drum away and play anything in an entirely wrong key and it 
wouldn't matter. 


So whats holding you back, eh? The ruddy booths soundproof. Neil's gone. The intern gives a toss. What are you 
waiting for, you dolf? 


He sighed and left the kit. He found himself picking up crumpled wrappers as he made his way across the 
empty studio. He stuffed them into an empty cardboard box and sat on the floor for a while. He thought about 
whistling, but gave it up. The laces of his shoes had come undone. That was troublesome. Tying them. He picked 


at them and loosened them. Then he pulled out one tennis shoe. Then the other. Took a bit of an effort. Pulling 
off the socks was easy. He wondered how stupid he'd look if he just wore socks for the rest of his life. 


The floor was cool and smooth and almost breathing under his bare feet. Very dirty. The backs of his feet 
were grey by the time he'd wandered around in an aimless circle twice. He pushed out a sigh and pushed back 
his hair and bounced in place. 


All right. Enough of that. What do you want? 

He knew. He just felt stupid. Just do if. No one's here. Waste more time, and Neils Ikely to bust in 

It was decided then. 

He made his way across the room and came to the corner where his old acoustic set had been set up. 

I+ looked just like it had always looked. Same bumps, scratches, dirt, wedges, grooves, the crack along the 
leather seat. He reached out and placed his hand over a tom-tom. Tapped his thumb. Closed his eyes as a full 


note rolled out. He held it and moved with it. His arm made its way along the drum's head, fingers sinking into 


the yielding skin, tough and soft and his fingers slid within the metal rims and bumped and scratched at the 


long, thin pins holding them in place and then it was above the rims, over the rims, down the side and over to 
the snare and the joints that held them all together and the hard, leathery feel of the skin over the drum and 
the powdery, flaky scratches where the drumsticks struck and he reached out to the cymbals and the high- 
hat and his hand dipped in and around and a bell rang out and the cold, familiar texture of the bronze and the 
steel and the wood and the skin of his hand was moulded into these shapes and they had been his. 


The drumstick fit comfortably into his hand. He placed his feet over the bass drum pedal and felt the rubber 
grooves under his toes. Thin, biting. He fanned out his fingers and wriggled them a bit. Settling down. Left foot 
on the high-hat pedal. So far so good. He hit the snare drum. High pitched call. That was one. Bass drum. Deep 
throated and within his chest and his lungs filled with air. 


"One, two, three." He counted under his breath. He gripped the drumstick and shifted his shoulders and 
tightened his spinal chord. "Four." His voice rang out in the empty hall. Rising like a wall and it was one step 


forward now and then it was just "Four. Four, three, two, one. 


"Hit itl" 
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